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Summary: AU/In a world divided of immortals and only humans, the 
Authority lead many normal people as their slaves. Not every immortal 
however has joined the Authority. Many would actually much rather 
rebel against them. (Many wwe characters, follows Dean quite a 
bit ) 


1 . Roman Empire 

**You're probably asking yourself, "what's this? Why is this a thing? 
What are you even doing?" But I had gained some inspiration from WWE 
Immortals and thought why not tell a story of some f antasy/Science 
fiction? I'm really into superheroes and story arcs like that so I 
thought I'd pick some of that up from the game. It's not going to 
follow it **_**at all**_** so sorry, this is my own story kind of 
thing. I'm really just taking how they made their characters in this. 
So yeah. Enjoy! ** 

Astrid threw along the remnants of the intoxicating powder into the 
people turning about the wheel. As they breathed in the air, they 
coughed and sputtered about, trying to get away from it by stopping 
their duty to keep the cycle going. 

"Did I tell any of you that you could _stop?" _She asked dangerously, 
looking over them as she lowered the megaphone. With a vehemence, 
they shook their heads, trying to see through the fog that the powder 
created . 

"They're already dying as it is and you decide you want to deprive 
them of breathing?" An english accent spoke from the side of her. 

When she turned, there stood none other than Wade, the other in 
charge of their respective district. All the other areas had 
different people in charge, and at times, she wished that she could 
have gotten stuck with at least the likes of Mizard or 
Stardust . 

"It's a vaccine. There's a disease developing and mere mortals 



wouldn't be able to withstand it. If you had been listening to the 
Authority as you're supposed to, we have to issue this vaccine at 
least once a month and would you look at that, " she pointed over to 
the calendar, smirking at the red circle on the day. 

"That time of the month?" He had a smirk of his own, watching hers 
just drop as she snarled and dropped her hand. If Wade wasn't such a 
huge asset as he was, she would've made sure to have strangled him in 
his sleep. However, Astrid knew better. She knew of the steel 
implanted in his elbow. One hit with that and it was _all over._ As 
Achilles was invincible, so was Wade. Just in one part of his body. 
But he knew how to utilize that part well. 

The sirens began to wail, sending the both of them to look across 
from where they stood. The screen that hung above them all had static 
forming before none other than Stephanie McMahon appeared on the 
screen . 

"Alert, this is not a drill, alert. An immortal has escaped from 
prison. Constables of each district are to be on a search of the 
beast incarnate immediately, " she kept on repeating it as the whole 
room imploded. 

The people erupted and yelled at one another, their terror filled 
minds making them mumble in anguish. Astrid, calmly, manevered her 
megaphone to her lips, looking to Wade to give him a single nod. When 
he got the idea, he clicked his pen, a piercing high pitched sound 
hitting. Like that of a banshee's, the people reacted, holding their 
ears as they screamed, feeling that they would start to bleed if the 
noise held out any longer. 

Foolish, foolish humans. Any noise really did mess with them and if 
they had heard the frequency that could hurt an _immortal ' s _ears? 
Their heads would just damn near explode. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, you need not to be alarmed. The beast 
incarnate will be obtained and withheld back in his prison in no 
time. What did the Authority promise all of you?" She asked, 
recieving no answer back as she arched an eyebrow. 

"They promised you safety. If you fear dying at the hands of an 
immortal, are you saying that the Authority is incapable of keeping 
any of you safe?" And that's what caused a moaning reaction, people 
yelling no, _no, no._ 

"Then just trust the Authority. They all want what is _best_ for all 
of you. In return of your safety, you all work to keep the upper 
class striving and living in freedom. It's plain textbook. It's been 
this way for centuries and it will always be this way. _We _will keep 
you safe. In fact, _I _will take care of the beast myself. Mr. 

Barrett here will hold up the reigns while I am out. You all have 
_nothing _to worry over, " she concluded and just like that, there was 
cheers and chants. It's exactly what got them back to work as they 
simply accepted their fates. They would be safe as long as the 
Authority kept their promise to protect them. 

Astrid dropped her megaphone to the side and moved away from Wade, 
grabbing onto the sleek vest to place over herself as he shook his 
head. "Are you mad? The beast is one of the most dangerous immortals 
alive and you're going to risk _your _life to go after it?" 



She didn't look at Wade once as she simply placed on her gloves, 
watching as the blue energy shifted inside of them. "Admit it to 
yourself, Wade, you don't give a damn about what happens to me. 

Better I than you to get destroyed, correct?" 

He laughed. Wade laughs at the stupidest times. This happened to be 
one of them. Though, he knew what kind of power that Astrid had. 
Energy was a rare ability and it only didn't work if the source was 
hurt. Wade wondered if Astrid would even be able to hit the beast 
with energy in time. His own nose was severely damaged permanently 
from the last time he met such beast. 

"_Correct._ Just try and take it easy out there. I'd hate to deliver 
bad news to the Authority that I need a new co-constable . " 

"Don't be so dramatic. Besides, I'm taking a team with me. If we do 
manage to find the beast. I'll have enough of a shield to protect me. 
Fair?" She asked as she placed on her second army green boot, looking 
at Wade in his tall form. Locking his jaw, he nodded in 
reaction . 

"Faira€ 1 Good luck, Astrid. When do I send out a search team?" He 
asked quizzically. Going out therea€ 1 it was a death sentence. 
_Especially _if you happened to work for the Authority. 

"Give me four months. If I don't return by then, either I am dead, or 
something's gone wrong," she warned. The reason for the obscenely 
long amount of time was because of how traveling was. There were only 
horses and boats. The boats you'd have to obtain from someone within 
the bizarres but that would run the risk of running into threats. Not 
everyone was exactly fond of the Authority. 

"Four months, alright, " they shook hands one final time, as if they 
were siblings as they silently sent one another respect. Down she 
descended on the wall, reaching the barren earth beneath. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Look alive, men, " she shouted to the team, all of them looking 
around as they came to a halt. Their horses merely stood still, 
trying to discover on their own what had made this happen. Astrid had 
a bad feeling about where they currently were. It was basically 
deserted really, no entities around other than her crew. If they were 
in any danger, they would've seen it coming from a mile away. Yet, 
nothing came as they slowly began to trot again. <p> 

They had been traveling for two days in total, having to stop to eat 
and sleep only a couple of times. It was the downside of having a 
team of mortals at your side. Astrid didn't mind, but they could've 
covered more ground if they weren't constantly hungry or thirsty. 

Even the horses had their own sides of complete immortality so the 
animals clearly weren't the problem. 

A horse's neigh was what triggered the next halt. It would've been 
normal, but Astrid had to consider the fact that the neigh didn't 
come from _any _of their own. It was a more powerful one, and the 
trotting was a dire rumble that left her eyes widening when she 
realized something was coming right for them. 



"Ready your weapons, " she exclaimed, jumping off the horse as she 
looked around. There was _nothing_ around them however. It was almost 
as if her ears were playing tricks on her. 

The men had stepped off their horses, timorously raising their 
hammers and saws as they tried to hold still. But really, they could 
easily die there in that moment. It's the reason fear had ran deeply 
in their veins, looking around as they tried to calm down their 
breathing. Buttons were pressed at the sides of their helmets, 
causing the glass of their headgear to come up. Again they saw 
nothing and now they didn't hear anything. 

That's when it happened, a roar came from the side, earning all of 
their attention as they yelled. A warrior emerged, helmet of a 
Spartan on his head as he collided with them all in a blaze of 
fury . 

"Centurion, the way to defeat one is to stay away from the blade and 
aim fora€"" before she could finish her sentence, he had already cut 
the heads off of most of the men. In terror, she used her energy to 
surge through the man, but he raised up the round shield, blinking in 
surprise at her. 

"You're an _immortal, " _he snarled, running for her. A chain was 
brought from his belt, snapping once before it wrapped around her. 
Astrid struggled with everything that she had, but nothing worked as 
she was placed onto the horse of the Centurion. 

They rode off this way, dirt and dust building behind them as they 
rode off further into the desert. Astrid tried to free herself and 
spewed every profanity she could think of, but the Centurion merely 
ignored her. It was as if his helmet was making him deaf with how 
long she managed to yell and call for help, but with where they were, 
if help came, they'd find she was apart of the Authority and they'd 
run . 

"Are you going to ignore me for all eternity. Centurion?" She asked 
after hours of sitting. The chain took away movement of her hands, 
making her unable to use her energy. It didn't help that his shield 
seemed to really reflect any of it so escaping was kind of far 
fetched at this point. 

"My name is Roman Reigns, " he answered, breaking his oath of silence 
as he kept his head forward, looking out. 

"Roman ReignsaC 1 why does that sound familiar," she said more to 
herself than anything. Then, it hit her. 

"Waita€l_ the _Roman Reigns? The same Roman Reigns that was once 
destined for greatness at the hands of the Authority butaC"" 

"Yes. That Roman Reigns. I see someone's been reading up on their 
history, " he replied. 

"You betrayed themaC 1 you left them and the people turned their backs 
on you. So you became something evilaCl something wickedaC"" 

"And by the sounds of your words here, you've clearly read the wrong 
history books. If you must know, I refused to live within the 
corruption of the Authority and then they sold me out to be the 



enemy. The people turned on me because of the Authority, but I don't 
expect a Power Plant to understand that." 


Astrid cringed at her assigned name. It's what she was classified as 
and in simpler times. Power Plants were once scattered about. That 
was until they were faced with the stone men.. The ones that energy 
would only be reflected off. 

"The Authority is pure. They've kept people alivea€"" 

"By making them slaves so they could live the good life while 
capturing and torturing anyone who dares to defy them?" He snapped at 
her, making her sigh and shake her head. 

"You're looking at it the wrong way, Roman," she chastised with a 
click of her teeth. It made him scoff as he shook his head. 

"It's you who's been blinded," he corrected her, immediately making 
her struggle once more. 

"Can you let me go? Or kill me?" 

"I could easily break you like a toothpick, but I need you to do 
something for me first," he said. "Then, I will let you go." 

"What could I possibly do to help the great Roman Reigns?" Astrid 
questioned, trying to get more comfortable. Roman finally turned his 
head, letting his gray eyes find hers. 

"Free my _brother."_ 


2. Chained Lunatic 

Because of the lack of sleep that Astrid had before whenever she was 
with her crew, when the sky darkened behind Roman's trotting horse, 
she felt herself give easily into slumber. Living forever didn't 
necessarily mean that sleeping was just banned of the regime, but it 
still took a lot to tire people like her out. Roman was a Centurion, 
a commander of the ancient Roman army who could never disrobe of his 
armor unless family had allowed him to. Considering the timeline, 
Astrid recalled how the army was wiped out, leaving Roman as the only 
special one that the Authority could exploit. According to legend, 
the Authority saw Roman as a threat if he was their enemy. Roman 
Reigns was the warrior that was of a powerhouse. The abilities that 
Centurions had were increased speed and stamina, more so than the 
average human. It was the kind of ability that should have been 
easily vanquished when it came to battle, but the problem was how the 
Centurions strategized, using every mean of war in their arsenal to 
have their way. They usually did have their way too, constantly 
ensuring that the battle would turn in their favor. 

Only one Centurion was an army on its own. A thousand of them? They 
could only be defeated by a thousand other immortals and while Astrid 
had the power to organize such an army, she was still trapped by his 
chain. The Centurions of course had their tools, one of them being 
the chain that held a variety of powers, making sure that they 
couldn't be used. Back in the day, the shields were created for Power 
Plants, Light Gods, Shadow Masters, and so much more. The second that 
she saw this shield at his side was the second she should have known 



that she was going to easily be defeated by him. Yet, she didn't 
think about the last Centurion left in existence, she just thought 
she needed to get rid of him right away. If the Authority knew that 
Roman was still alive, there would be some serious hell to pay. All 
she needed to do was somehow get away, tell the information she knew, 
and Roman was as good as locked up as the beast incarnate once 
was . 

She was praying to God however that they wouldn't be found by the 
beast who was currently roaming free. 

Her slumber was ended when she was dropped off the tall horse 
straight into the cement of the floor, groaning loudly as she let her 
eyes slowly come open. _Shit_, she had no idea where the hell she was 
as she took in the dark surroundings. It could've been Death Valley, 
but there was too much stone and dust still in the air for it to be 
that location. She had studied map after map growing up, but none of 
them could tell her where she was. The area was too _vague _to 
decipher . 

"If you think about running away, there's a code you must type in, so 
good luck with that," Roman rumbled from behind her, "also, if you're 
trying to figure out where we are, you won't be able to," he warned 
cautiously. It was quite obvious why he did that. He knew that the 
Authority was unaware of his life still being in tact, so trying to 
process a place that was clearly never found was going to be a 
difficult experience. The art of war. _The art of war._ 

"Can we just get this over with so I can get the hell out of here?" 
She snapped at Roman, making his eyebrows crease as his jaw 
tightened. Most of his facial structure was covered by his helmet, 
making it difficult to gauge his emotions. Pictures in old textbooks 
usually did just show him with his helmet on, many of them unable to 
capture his face. It was the reason she couldn't recognize him since 
she was fully aware that the only people who saw Roman's face were 
the rest of the dead Centurions and of course, the creators of the 
Authority themselves. 

"He's over here," he spoke, gesturing for Astrid to follow with his 
hand as he moved on through the stone walls. She stayed close to him, 
noticing the different glowing areas coming off of the concrete. They 
must've had some kind of charm spells on them for the purpose of 
keeping people out. In her case, keeping people _in._ 

Her heart began to race as a blackness surrounded the man whose arms 
were raised at his sides, chains wound about his forearms and biceps. 
His wrists were clearly impaled with cuff lining, dried blood on them 
from where the man tried to escape or there was nails digging into 
his skin to ensure it wasn't possible. Astrid expected to see another 
Centurion caged up at least, but no, this was something different. 

The blackness was some kind of aura, causing him to twitch his head 
back and forth, eyes closed tightly as his eyebrows were knitting 
together. His auburn hair was a mop on his head, tangled and 
disheveled with strands falling over his eyelids. His mask covered 
basically all of his face, leaving only his eyes free, but he was 
anything but. Freedom didn't seem to be something that this guy had 
in a really _really _long time and that made Astrid take a single 
step forward. The sound of her boot echoed, making the man's head 
tilt towards the noise like a wolf, but even then, he didn't struggle 
against his restraints, he just sat there on his knees. 



His shirt was tight against his chest, dark purple with the letters 
_DA_ written on one of his pecs, ripped and tattered as if he had 
fought with an animal. But, he was clearly the actual animal, mask 
over his face providing proof that he was as deranged as he looked. 
The jeans on his legs matched his shirt, dark navy blue yet rips and 
tears were evident at the knees, probably from his fighting and 
attempts to move. Even his ankles had cuffed lining, chains wrapped 
about his denim calves away from what looked to be combat boots. If 
this was Roman's brother, she wondered what the rest of his family 
looked like and if they all had some form of rabies. The Authority 
taught her how to not feel, how to not feel sympathy for anyone that 
was in her way. Pity was weakness, but seeing this gruesome sight was 
making her feel sick in her stomach. Nausea induced, she kept her 
eyes on the torn down piece of absolute masculinity, muscles exposed 
with scars protruding. 

"This is your brother?" She asked with hesitance, unable to look at 
Roman. He removed his helmet in respect, nodding his head as his hair 
was freed. Raven strands fell over his face, his hand pushing them 
away as he moved next to her. 

"Not by blood, but by choice, " he whispered, bowing his head as he 
stared at Astrid. 

"What happeneda€ 1 " she wanted to complete her sentence with 'to him' 
but it died on her lips as she just stared forward. 

"I wasn't the only one that the Authority found to bea€ 1 _special_. 

He was another one of their interests. We became fast friendsa€ 1 and 
then _it _happened. I realized what the fuck we were in too late and 
after it was done, he was so distorted and angry at the world that 
they did _this _to him. They experimented on him. Tried to figure out 
what the hell his powers originated from and why they had never seen 
anything like him. They couldn't classify him soa€ 1 no one spoke of 
him. When I was finally able to get out, I took him with me, chains, 
wall, and alla€l I haven't been able to get him out since," he said, 
hand coming to hold his own hair. His eyes clenched. A part of Roman 
blamed himself for what had been done, but he couldn't reverse what 
happened . 

"You broke free of the authority decades ago, " she scoffed 
incredulously, crossing her arms as she looked at him. 

"Yeah. He's been chained up this way for _decades_. Justa€ 1 look, 
every immortal that I've found hasn't been able to help me. But you? 
Energy can break steel. That's what his chains are made of. There are 
knives that have sunk into his flesh, it's why I can't try breaking 
them without killing him, " Roman pleaded, looking to his brother who 
was twitching. He always twitched. There was too many inner 
demonsa€ 1 

"Does it eat?" She asked, making Roman roll his eyes. Those gray orbs 
really did glow now, chiseled face pulling into an annoyed 
expression . 

"No. _He_ doesn't eat. He doesn't talk either. He's an immortal. Just 
like you and just like me," he pointed to his own chest. 


"The muzzle is clearly making it difficult to speak, though. It 



should have that taken off first if you want to make any progress, " 
she responded cooly. 

"_He_ _is not an it. He has a name_. His name is Dean. Dean Ambrose," 
Roman ground his teeth, already having had enough of Astrid and her 
little banter. She looked over to Dean as Roman 
continued . 

"Besidesa€l he doesn't let me touch him. He goesa€ 1 a bita€ 1 wild, if 
I go near him. Makes it harder to try and help him, " he concluded, 
the intricate lines of his tattooed arms shining nicely in the 
glowing room as they folded tighter. 

Rolling her eyes, Astrid ceased the conversation and stepped closer 
to Dean. The man was in a severe condition, possibly an artificial 
immortal, and chained to top it off. If anything, Roman was being 
dramatic and trying to scare her. Dean's eyelids slowly came open, 
pale blue being unveiled, causing her own orbs to soften when met 
with his suffering. 

"Astrida€ 1 I wouldn'ta€"" Roman was cut off as her hand raised for 
silence, getting closer to Dean. 

Dean just stared at her, his eyebrows returning to their normal place 
instead of being cringed together, head straight. The twitching came 
to a halt as she got to him, violet hair being tucked away behind her 
ear as she studied his face for a moment. He looked peaceful now, 
settling against the wall. The two didn't know jack shit about each 
other, giving this every right to be awkward. Yet it wasn't awkward 
at all, it just sent an eletric current up both of their spines, the 
feeling foreign to Dean. 

And soa€ 1 he panicked. 

Scaring the living hell out of her. Dean rose erect, standing over 
six feet tall, making her shrink away in her own five foot frame as 
his cranium tilted to the right. He pulled against his cuffs, trying 
to grab her, a wild look crossing his orbs of blue, making her shriek 
as she jumped back. In a fit of her terror, she sent blue matching 
energy from her hands and hit Dean with every ounce of it she had. 

His aura of black cowered away and muffled yells of rasp filled the 
room. Dean's head fell back as he pulled in pain on the chains, 
falling straight down to his knees, scraping them on the floor. He 
pulled harder, hands falling onto the floor and impossibly, his 
fingers dug into the concrete, breaking the cement much to her 
terror. Eyes flew closed as the aura came back, two shadowed entities 
shrieking themselves behind him as they began to seperate, growing in 
size up against the wall. It was _pure evil_ to watch as she sent 
more energy, trying to keep herself from running away from the 
trouble . 

"Stop! You're fucking _killing _him, " Roman yelled, tackling her down 
to the floor. They hit with a thud, the energy stopping in its 
flowing waves, causing Dean to slump down, chains stopping his face 
from hitting the ground. She writhed underneath the large Centurion 
as he tied her hands off with the chain from earlier, seperating from 
her in deep panting breaths as he looked at Dean. Astrid tried to 
calm her heart rate as she did the same, watching as the man didn't 
even look like he was breathing. He was lifeless. 



"Deana€l?" Roman called, but there obviously was no answer. 


The three stayed that way for what felt like days on end until Dean 
finally started twitching again much to Roman's relief. Roman grabbed 
Astrid by her shoulders, raising her to her feet. 

"What the hell was that? I told you not to get near him and you go 
and do that? You almost killed him!" He scolded her, death glare 
hidden in his eyes as he clenched his teeth. 

"I am not helping you or thata€ 1 thata€ 1 that _thing_. What the fuck 
is he? I felt my brain collapsing in on itself for two seconds. I 
didn't know _how else_ to react," she breathed, shaking her head. 

"I'd rather rot in here than let that _thing_ free," she yelled, 
marching straight out of the room with Roman following closely 
behind, trying to argue. The scariest part of her departure was the 
blue eyes she felt burning into her back. 

The rest of the night had been serene as Roman showed Astrid to her 
bed made of stone just as the walls were. She didn't exactly care 
since she wanted to continue the sleep she had begun on the ride over 
to whatever this hell was. 

Meeting Dean was not something that she had expected. Astrid, as a 
constable, had no choice but to research every power that there was, 
but not even Voodoo could explain what the hell that was that Dean 
was starting to do _even in chains_. If she was in chains, she 
couldn't use any of her powers whatsoever. Same went for Centurions 
as well as many many other immortals in their universe. Whatever it 
was, it was clear that Roman wasn't lying about the Authority taking 
some kind of interest in the man. It donned on her forcefully that 
Dean was actually probably experimented on and whatever was going on, 
he didn't know how the hell to control it. In a way, she felt bad for 
him, having to stay that way for decades was nerve wracking. She 
probably would've done the same thing if she was him. But Astrid was 
a power plant, so maybe she wouldn't have been so rude to someone who 
was just trying to help out. Maybe this was just her karma for 
planning to escape. 

Though, she knew now that she couldn't let Dean out. If she left with 
this guy loose, the Authority would have quite the handful to deal 
with in both of these guys. If the powers of one of them couldn't be 
explained, then trying to defeat them was going to be a difficult 
task. It meant chaos for everyone and she really didn't want that to 
happen . 

"Astrid," Roman called as alarms began to sound throughout the walls. 
It echoed as she yawned and got out of bed, leaving her room with an 
exasperated _what_ coming off of her lips. 

"Oh no," he said, eyes widening when he saw her. When the alarm had 
started to go off, he assumed that Astrid was trying to escape. Now 
that he saw her, he knew that there was for sure an 
intruder . 

"Quick, get down, " he warned, placing his helmet over his head as he 
began to tread lightly into the main point of the area. She followed 
behind, wondering what the hell was going on as she tried to see 
through the sleep that was still burying in her eyes. There was 
nothing around, more light being evident in the area, making it 



easier to see. There were no signs of infiltration in Astrid's eyes, 
but Roman saw it from a mile away. 

"What the fucka€"" was all she let out before the firing began, 
making them duck behind Roman's shield, peering over it. The four men 
came out of their hiding, dressed in colorful eye-catching outfits as 
they pranced around. A Party bot. Perfectionist, Waller, and Believer 
stood before them. _Crap_. 

Immortals weren't _all _super that people could look up to in awe. 
Some were more powerful than others. The ones with the lesser powers 
were known as _outcasts_ and here, four outcasts stood before them. 
Easily defeatable alone, but if they were in a pack, then people were 
screwed. It was the numbers game really, four of them taking on 
two . 

"Axel, Adam, Heath, and Bo found mea€ 1 I sort of stole some of their 
stuff the last time we ran into each other, " Roman explained to 
Astrid as they looked on. 

Wallers weren't as powerful as Banshee Knights, but they sure did 
pack a hell of a sound. The red head began to screech, sending both 
of Roman and Astrid's hands to their ears, eyes shutting tightly. His 
shield was dropped as the Perfectionist raised his bow and arrow, 
shooting the both of them. The arrow heads pierced into their skin, 
having them both fall back in pain. Damn Perfectionists were 
classified as outcasts when they had superior eye sight. It didn't 
help any when no weapons were around, but with weapons like this guy 
currently had? They were screwed. Roman pulled the arrows from their 
skin and threw them back, easily dodged as the Party bot began to 
shake the area with its own booming sound. It was difficult to stand, 
the Believer increasing their powers as he sent his own energy 
forward to them. 

Believers didn't have destroying energy as Power Plants did. They had 
energy that could enhance any ability and while this may sound 
awesome, it only worked on three at a time. Which was being used on 
the three currently attacking both Roman and Astrid. Their attacks 
really were effective, causing them to collapse and fall as he tried 
to hold off and grab at his shield. 

"They're outnumbering us, I don't know if we could take them," Roman 
confessed as he dodged an arrow, covering his ears as the Waller 
sang . 

"How did you even take from them?" She yelled above the noise, hoping 
he heard. 

"I had my horse get me out of there," he yelled back, already getting 
into the fight by moving on in, grabbing his sword. He fought with 
the Perfectionist as the Waller's sound increased in volume, the 
Party bot causing the ground to be even more unstable than it already 
was. _Unstablea€ 1 _ 

"That's it," Astrid said to herself, sending energy flying that was 
bounced off of the Believer's own. 

Astrid ran from where she was, going straight to the room where she 
had met Dean the night before. He was sitting there, looking up at 
her upon her entrance. 



"Look, I don't fucking like you, but Roman's going to die and so will 
I if I don't do thisa€l" she spoke in reluctance, raising her hands 
as she aimed at Dean. He didn't even flinch as he watched her. 

The energy was sent from her hands, surging through the chains and 
into the cuffs. It located the tips of the knives, pushing them out 
of his skin. Dean wincing in pain as he sat back. Once the knives 
were out of his wrists and ankles, she waved both of her hands in one 
motion, breaking both the cuffs and chains at once in a fit of mere 
seconds. Dean had never felt this kind of relief in years and as soon 
as he was free, he moved quickly out of the room in search of Roman, 
not taking another look towards Astrid. 

She was dumbfounded, but as she left the room, she saw as those two 
shadows left from him, pummeling in the Believer and the Party bot as 
he handled the Perfectionist. With such leverage and great surprise, 
Roman used his sword to behead the Waller with a single slice, 
looking towards a now freed Dean as he pulverized all three men. They 
were left in bloody messes, collapsing down into the floor. 

It was as if a massacre occurred, the shadows coming back into Dean 
as he raised his hand on his forehead. Roman stood back, looking at 
him. He hadn't seen that in almost a _century_ and now that he had 
seen it again, he still couldn't believe it. Before the incident had 
occurred. Dean just had this dark aura that surrounded him 
constantly. After the incident. Dean was able to mold this aura into 
those shadows that caused destruction. It caused Roman to really 
wonder what Dean was actually capable of. Roman was a plan kind of 
guy and that was because of his notorious past with war and different 
battles that had to ensue in order for him to gain this knowledge. 
Roman had seen it all, but he had never seen anyhing like Dean and 
the Authority was not merciful when they found their own use in him. 
The three of thema€ 1 the two of them now, didn't even see it 
coming . 

Dean rolled his neck back and forth, the once knives that impaled him 
there in that area left their marks, but there wasn't any visible 
cuts. There was just scars. Maybe he was also a healer? It popped in 
several areas as did his arms as he outstreched them, veins still 
protruding in every which rugged way that made Astrid gulp back. What 
this guy needed was a straight jacket. Chains were surely not the way 
to go and to think that the Authority had the nerve of doing that 
made her heart start to sink. They clearly had a lot of things that 
they had done. But what more? What more could they have possibly 
tainted? Why didn't she feel bad for it? 

Dean suddenly turned his head to look at her in a blaze of a second, 
she was against the wall, the dark aura blocking them and coming 
around them. "Dean!" Roman yelled, but she couldn't hear anything 
else as they were encased in a pitch black darkness, the only thing 
to be seen was him in front of her as he held his hand tightly at her 
throat. Astrid couldn't breathe, and not because his grip was 
tightening. It wasn't because of his large body crushing her small 
frame either. 

Those once blue eyes wereaC 1 blackaC 1 but not at the iris. They were 
empty. Fully shining in darkness, a mere glint coating them. She 
would've called him a demon if she had the ability to speak. As she 
stared into the empty darkness of his eyes, Astrid saw her memories 



start to go by all at once, picture after picture becoming ruined. 

Her happy childhood was filled with ragea€ 1 her father throwing glass 
bottles at hera€ 1 her mother burning cigarettes into hera€ 1 her 
brothera€ 1 she was living someone else's life. Not Dean's, but 
hersa€ 1 with many altercations, causing her head to shake. 

_Your fault. Your fault. Your fault. _ 

She heard voices filling her head, whispering. It was her own voice, 
different things hitting her eardrums. She tried to kick her feet, 
but she just couldn't. Everything was dropping including her heart 
rate. The friendly times with Wade turned into stranglings, abuse 
coming from the artificial immortal. She wasa€ 1 She was going 
_insane_, slowly surrendering to the darkness. Holy shit, she was 
actually _dying_. 

"What are youa€ 1 " Dean allowed her to whisper as she looked at his 
eyes. They stayed that way as he meddled fully with all of her 
memories. He knew exactly what he was doing to her and she didn't 
know what to do. Her energy wasn't even working at this point. 
Anything that was tried, it was captured by dark, thrown away, 
suffocated just like she was being. She was hoping that this was just 
a bad nightmare, closing her eyes back and forth to try and make this 
to be a dream that she could wake up from, but to her own dismay, she 
wasn't waking up at all. 

"A _lunatic."_ 


3 . Underground Underdog 
_**Every man dies, not every man lives. **_ 

Astrid shot up from where she was sleeping, grasping her neck as she 
looked around the dim room. Blinking at her surroundings, she slowly 
realized where she was, bare feet hitting the floor. That was odd; 
she didn't recall taking off any of her clothes, but all she was 
dressed in was an oversized jacket, military issued that hung to her 
knees. Despite her overwhelming feeling of being naked, she grasped 
her aching head, walking out of the room to see Roman and Dean 
standing across from one another. 

"What the hell happened to me?" She asked grimly, catching Roman's 
gaze as Dean started to pace back and forth. He looked so much better 
than when he was originally chained up. Eor one, he wasn't straining 
against cuffs. Though, he still had the damn bronze mask on, 
resemblance close to that of an asylum's muzzle. Did she imagine him 
speaking? 

_A Lunatic. _ 

Bringing her violet hair to the side, she awaited their explanations, 
but it was only Roman who stayed staring at Dean, jaw tight. It was 
odd seeing him without his head gear. It was probably because he was 
in the presence of Dean, someone Roman truly considered 
family . 

"Dean used his abilities on you and you've been asleep for a week," 
Roman responded, causing Astrid to choke on her own breath. 



_She lost one week of her life sleeping?_ 

"Uha€ 1 what?" 

"You've been asleep for a week," Roman said again, not tearing his 
eyes away from Dean who was still moving back and forth. 

"That's not right. _A week? _Because of that fucking _thing?" _Astrid 
lost her cool too easily and it stopped Dean from his pacing, back 
meeting the wall again. Tremors slipped through her and she 
remembered what happened. 

When she was dying the week before and going straight into utter 
insanity, Roman had used his sword to break through the darkness, 
pushing Dean off of her. Her memories went to work in fixing 
themselves, the damage that Dean had done as she found herself going 
unconscious. She couldn't exactly explain why she was close to being 
naked, but as she was lifted by the throat inches off of the floor, 
that was the least of her worries. 

"Dean, she fucking saved you. Let her go," Roman warned with purpose, 
causing Dean to slowly back away and roll his neck. His shoulders did 
the same, mimicking the action as he looked to Roman. 

"If she calls me _thing_ one more timea€l" a raspy voice rang through 
the room that sounded familiar to Astrid and she knew that she hadn't 
just imagined Dean talk. No, he really did speak to her. It was 
muffled and strangled really, but she could blame that on the mask, a 
certain deepness to it making it sound at least human. 

"She won't, because she's leaving," Roman finally looked at her, 
gesturing towards her clothes which were hanging off the 
stones . 

"You undressed me or dida€ 1 " she stopped herself from calling Dean a 
thing again and simply pointing. She was hoping that she didn't have 
to face that kind of image. She was hoping for the former rather than 
the latter. 

"I did. Don't worry, I didn't do it for a show. I did it just to wash 
up your clothes. I thought you were dead, but Dean explained to me 
that you were going to be fine since I stopped him before he could do 
_permanent_ damage, " he looked at Dean in disappointment, head 
shaking. Dean merely rolled his eyes, crossing his arms against the 
tight shirt that hugged his pecs. 

"Why are you even letting her leave? I told you what I saw in her 
head. She goes, we are going to be captured. You as commando and me 
as their lab rat _again_. Do you seriously want that? What if _he ' s 
_there? I swear, I will fuck up everyone's brains if he is 
anda€" " 

"_Dean." _Roman ' s voice cut through harshly, silence filling the room 
as the two locked eyes. 

"I made her a deal. She frees you and she goes. I'm a man of my word. 
Forget what you saw, " Roman added, causing Dean to shake his head 
back and forth. 


"How noble of you. I should really just be thanking the outcasts that 



invaded here because she wasn't going to do shit to help me if it 
meant she was going to die, " Dean clarified, looking to Astrid with 
his own jaw locking and tightening. The man clearly had an anger 
problem that he didn't know how the hell to control. Maybe Astrid 
would put in a bad word for him and just have the Authority kill him 
instead rather than do him good of keeping him all wrapped up like a 
prisoner . 

"Enough. End of discussion. Astrid goes free," Roman replied as she 
went towards him, pulling pants on without removing the military 
jacket. She wondered where the jacket even came from in the first 
place . 

"Euck it I guess. Who cares if we get some Authority on our asses, 
right? Who cares if they tie me up like it's some kind of kink and 
use you to lead their armies of cocksucking jackasses, " Dean 
muttered, heading towards the door. He already started to enter the 
code, back turned enough so that Astrid was able to remove the jacket 
and get the rest of her clothes on. Once she was in full uniform. 

Dean was already out, causing Roman to be left behind with the now 
dressed Astrid. 

"You really consider _that_ to be your brother?" She asked as she 
looked at the side of Roman's face. He only sighed before nodding his 
head . 

"I do. He's always been a handfula€ 1 he's not perfect by any means, 
but he's the only person in this world that I trust. That's _still 
alive_ anyway. He's all I got. It's been forever since I've heard him 
talk, so if it's along the lines of _cocksucking jackasses_ I'm just 
going to have to deal with it since it's been too long for me to tell 
him to shut the hell up, " Roman said, hand coming up to rub at the 
back of his neck. She just nodded her head, wondering what she would 
do if a friend like Wade, someone she knew all her life, went mute 
for decades, then started to chat it up again. Suddenly his quip 
about the time of the month made her laugh inwards to herself. 

They both walked out together, but they had to duck to where Dean was 
as they overlooked the people crossing along. It was the League, or 
at least part of it. Alberto and Rusev both looked around, examining 
the area as Dean clamped a hand down on Astrid' s mouth. She was 
friends with the both of them, seriously considering screaming, but 
Dean just held her tight against his body as Roman tactfully rolled 
to the other side of the rocks to get a better look. 

"I saw them in your memories," Dean whispered lowly in her ear as 
they sat immensely still. 

"Make one sound and Roman and I are as good as _dead_. But before 
they get to us. I'll snap your neck. _So. Shut. Up." _He warned, 
holding her with his great pressure increasing. He had some great 
strength much like Roman did. He could easily just crush her just 
like Roman could. Those facts made her stay silent, watching as Rusev 
and Alberto disappeared away. 

When the coast was clear, all three emerged from where they were, 
Astrid pushing Dean by the chest away from her as she stared daggers 
into his eyes. 


"What the fuck is your problem?" She asked him, heat boiling in her 



as she looked at him. Dean tapped his fingers on his collarbone 
looking to Roman as he tried to keep his temper in check. 


"The fuck is my problem? I saw what's in that pretty little head of 
yours. Everything. All of it. I'm pretty sure I know you better than 
you ever will. And I _know_ that those two were your friends. It 
leads me to believe that once you're gone, you're going to send the 
damn calvary after Ro ' and I," he barked down at her, getting closer 
to her body. His towering size would've made her shrink away, but she 
was too pissed off to cower. "I won't go back to that shit. I just 
got out. Roman's barely even free and I won't let you take that away 
from either of us," Dean finished, making her blink. The damn bastard 
knew her every thought. Well, up to the point of last week. Which was 
still her entire life. 

"... He's right," Roman spoke, stepping towards them. Their heads 
snapped, surprised that he would even say that. 

"Astrida€ 1 I barely know you. I know that you work for the Authority 
and I know that you are a Power Plant. That's pretty much ita€ 1 
Deana€ 1 however, he's got some weird abilities. Just by all of that, 
he knows every thought you've ever had, every experience you've had, 
and every dreama€ 1 if he says that I can't trust you.. Wella€l" Roman 
trailed off, shaking his head to make it clear. Oh, it was limpidly 
clear now that she wasn't going anywhere. It made her head pound with 
fury. Even if she did feel like she was hit by a truck, she tried to 
gain composure. 

"You're going to trust thisa€l this _Lunatic_? He's been sitting in 
chains for decades, of course he's going to be paranoid," she spoke 
as she gestured towards Dean. She didn't see it, nor did Roman, but 
under that mask. Dean was smirking. He was smirking because she just 
gave herself away. 

"I never told you what he was finally classified as," Roman followed 
up, hand coming up to trace his chin once he caught onto what she 
said pretty early. _Shit_. 

"You remember _everything_ don't you? He told you he was a Lunatic. 
After he got inside of your head, right?" Roman asked, watching as 
her face went impassive. She gave it all away too easily all at once 
and it made her skin crawl as she looked back and forth at the two 
men, basically defeated. Again, the chain was at her wrists. 

"Oh Astrid, you aren't going _anywhere,_" Dean spoke up, arm coming 
to rest at her shoulder. 

Roman, appalled the situation, went back in the area of his blocked 
off stone, clearly to retrieve his helmet as well as his sword and 
shield. Dean stayed with Astrid, leaning in close enough so he could 
make sure not even Hawk ears could catch what he was saying to 
her . 

"I know about the Beast. Haven't heard about him in ages. Help us and 
I'll help you," Dean surprised her with his words. She looked at him 
in confusement, but he merely nodded his head, eyes completely 
serious. If she had been able to see the rest of his face, she was 
sure that there was seriousness that lied there too. However, there 
wasn't anything else that she could exactly trust in those eyes of 
his. She just wondered what he meant by helping her. Also, she 



wondered what he meant by not having heard of the Beast in ages. The 
Conqueror was constantly regarded as an unstoppable force, but how 
could Dean possibly know about him? Well, the man was surely around 
to see the other Centurions, but how much longer was this Lunatic 
alive? 

It made her question whether or not there was more Lunatics. If there 
was, that could cause quite the problem since the dark aura that 
followed was trouble. It was a great adversity since fighting one 
lunatic meant fighting two others alongside him. Several Lunatics, 
all multiplied by three and they had an army that could be 
unstoppable, immovable itself. Astrid didn't know what terrified her 
more. The fact that she knew very little about Dean AmbroseaC 1 

Or the fact that he knew _everything _about her. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Dean had ripped the sleeves from Astrid' s sweater since they had 
Authority logos plastered across. That would have been bad since they 
were currently trotting on horses across the bazaar of NXT, the 
marketplace expanding closely to the bazaar of RAW as Roman and Dean 
browsed throughout the groceries. The different items that were laid 
out caught Astrid' s curiosity, her eyes roaming back and forth as she 
tried to keep her gaze on one thing. But alas, with all the different 
faces and regular humans, she felt really out of place not telling 
them what to do . <p> 

As if Dean read her mind, he let his horse come up to hers, talking 
loud enough only for her to hear. "I know, I _know_. Must be awkward 
settling into normal life when you made a living out of whipping 
innocents," he chastised, making her feel worse. Scoffing, she turned 
her head away from him, almost falling from her horse as they came to 
a forceful stop. 

Dean, amused, stepped off his horse as did Roman, looking towards the 
man in the middle of the entire thing, shop open completely to head 
on inside. Confused as to why there wasn't a regular owner just 
standing outside at the stand like everyone else, she followed them 
down the stairs, straight to the underground area. 

There was much more trinkets and different things around. A man with 
an interesting hat emerged, dressed in normal clothes, but Astrid 
felt something off about him for some reason. The ginger scratched 
his beard for a moment as he looked at both Dean and Roman, chuckling 
before he ran straight at Roman and hugged him. 

Astrid blinked as she watched the red head bump fists with Dean, his 
smile coming through as he looked at the two. "Well, well, wellaCl 
Dean Ambrose and Roman Reigns in the flesh. And in my shop? It's been 
more than a _century, _boys . Where 'sa€"" 

Before he could finish his sentence Roman cut him off, shaking his 
head. "No longer with us. Anyways, it's great to see you again, man. 
Anything change since we've been gone?" 

"Not really. Things are stillaCl _generic _if you know what I mean. 
But in the best of ways, " he winked, looking at Astrid with a raise 
of his eyebrow. "And who is this lovely young lady?" He asked with an 
amiable attitude. 



"If you must know Mr. Underdog from the Underground, this is Astrid. 
Astrid, this is Sami Zayn, " Dean said, gesturing between the two back 
and forth. Sami shook her hand and then it hit her, eyes widening as 
she spoke slowly. 

"The Generic One?" 

"I'll have you know that Sami Zayn and _E1 Generico _are not the same 
person. No. No. No. It's just me. Sami. And I'm happy to be here," he 
said, smile still evident. He had one of those smiles that was 
awfully contagious. Yet in its own way, its own life loving way, it 
had its own sadness to it. Astrid just wished she knew what he was 
sad about. 

He shouldn't really have been sad about anything. El Generico had 
powers that were anything but. The Generic ones had enhanced 
abilities, which included flight and Helluva kicks and punches. To be 
in the presence of one was a great honor. Especially unmasked. But 
they always did have a problem with identity and mask. That or they 
simply saw themselves as two different people. 

"What brings you all here after all these years, " he asked, moving 
over to bring a cloth into a vase, cleaning it about. 

"Do you remember that littlea€l insubordination of a revolt that we 
spoke about? That idea of insurrection that we all talked about quite 
a bit?" Dean cautiously questioned, watching as Sami stiffened where 
he stood, his actions of cleaning the glass halting as he remained 
still. It's like Dean froze Sami and he didn't even lay a hand on 
him . 

"I haven't thought about it in over a century. The _last _time I saw 
either of you. The _last _time I sawa€ 1 " and suddenly, the friendly 
demeanor on Sami's face had shifted, his sigh coming through as he 
put his vase down slowly. Reliving those daysa€ 1 the _good_ old days 
hurt quite a bit considering everything that happened. 

"Hey, we know what that's like, Sami," Roman said, trying to lighten 
the mood, but he failed as Dean dropped his head. There was too much 
scarrings even underneath the real cicatrices. 

"We know what it's like to be betrayed. Trust us on that. But we need 
you. If any of thisa€l if the plan that we talked about over a damn 
century ago worksa€ 1 it'll _all _be worth it. All the fighting, all 
the people that we've lost, _all of it, _would be worth it," Roman 
stated . 

Astrid had no idea what the hell they were talking about with all of 
this, but she was really intrigued. Also very much afraid. 

"But at what cost? It's been years and I've made a life for myself 
beinga€ 1 happy. Actually happy with no wars, no battles, just going 
about my life, and then you two come here and want it all to turn at 
the snap of your fingers? I'm sorry, guys, but I can't do that. I 
don't know how many more people I have to lose to have freedom," Sami 
elaborated, running a hand over his face as he took in a deep breath 
through his nostrils. 


Deana€ 1 he grabbed Sami by the collar of his shirt, holding him 



closely as he furrowed his eyebrows. Sami showed no fear, staring 
into the pale blue eyes that found his own. 

"I have lost everything that I have ever cared about so don't you 
dare pull that shit about losing people to have freedom. I spent 
almost a century in chains, Zayn. A. Fucking. Century. I'm not joking 
about this. This is the real deal. Either you're in, or you're out. 
Either you fight, or you don't. It's your choice. Just make sure it's 
the right one, " he concluded letting go of the collar before he went 
up the stairs. Roman let out a deep breath, looking at Sami who tried 
to smile it off. Sami always dida€ 1 

"JustaCl think about it, man. We'll meet where we all agreed at 
Mania. A year from today. If you're there, it would make a _helluva_ 
difference, " Roman let out, descending up the steps without another 
look down. 

Astrid looked at Sami, feeling this rush of sympathy to hug him with 
whatever was bringing him pain. Yet she kept her boundaries, watching 
as he looked at her, offering his best_ I'm okay_ smile. 

"Watch out for Dean, yeah? I see he's still got an anger problem. 

He's always been so angry at the world," he clarified at Astrid' s 
expression. He smoothed a hand over his shirt as he continued. 

"Either you let anger consume you, or you let yourself be happy, " he 
finished, nodding his head towards Astrid. She did the same, moving 
up the stairs with a final wave goodbye. 

Erom the area, she raised her head, feeling a smile come about that 
didn't last for long when she saw something hit at the building. 
People gasped in surprise, moving slowly as the mutlitude gathered 
around. Dean and Roman instinctively moved towards it, getting 
through the crowds of people as even Sami came up in question to see. 
The commotion must've been heard even from where he was. 

Astrid followed suit, moving to where Dean and Roman stood. Roman 
kneeled, lifting the man of the purple robe from the ground. He was 
sputtering blood, coughing in defeat as he looked back and forth at 
Dean and Roman's faces. Well, most of their faces since Roman's 
helmet covered some and Dean's mask covered most. 

"AdrianaC 1 isa€l is that you?" Roman asked incredulously, trying to 
ignore the people who were gathered around. Sami managed to get 
through, eyes shutting when he recognized his friend Neville, close 
to death before his very eyes. 

"Romana€ 1 Dean? Samia€ 1 " he coughed, eyes bloodshot as he looked back 
and forth between all of them. It was a sad sight to see and Astrid 
got a peek of the logo that beset itself on the robe of his. He was 
immune to gravitya€ 1 The man that Gravity forgot. Another she had 
read briefly about in her studies. Another _legend_. Another 
_immortal ._ 

"It's us, mana€ 1 it's us," Roman coached, trying to get him from 
thinking about the pain. He had lost enough soldiers to go through 
this again. 

"Theya€l they clipped my wings," Neville spoke dryly as he coughed 
more, blood clot coming up from his mouth. It was disgusting, but 
Roman, Dean, and Sami stayed by his side as the people watched. 



holding one another. Mothers shielded the eyes of their children as 
fathers held the mothers. 


"It's okaya€ 1 we'll get them fixed and you'll be flying out there in 
no time again, " Sami enthused, trying to lie to himself more than he 
was to Neville. But as Adrian shook his head back and forth, Sami 
knew this wasn't something that could be rectified. 

"Noa€ 1 I won'ta€l The Demona€ 1 he said I havea€ 1 " Neville bursted out 
in more coughing, blood coating his exposed chest, touching his 
purple robe and white embroidery stuck to his golden attire. 

Sami closed his eyes, teeth coming down hard as he tried to remain 
composed. Roman and Dean stayed quiet, knowing they had to prepare 
for the worst . 

"How long, Neville?" Sami asked, breaking their silence as he let his 
sad eyes fall onto him. 

"An hour," he replied, making Dean look away. Roman merely kept his 
face impassive, being the one to have to be the bearer of bad news as 
he asked further. "When did he say this?" 

"... Fifty seven minutes agoa€ 1 " 

Tears welled in Sami's eyes as he looked at Neville. They all saw it, 
the brand of the Authority burned into the skin of his shoulder. No 
one wanted to say anything of it, though. No one wanted to say a word 
about it because they would not let Neville's last thoughts be about 
those _damn _leaders . 

"It's okay, Adrian. It's okaya€ 1 it's _okay_, " Roman muttered, 
letting the man down onto the floor as he backed away. They had seen 
this death enough to back away really. They knew who did it. The 
Demon had the courtesy of telling Neville how long he had to live 
even after he did ita€ 1 But it didn't take away the fact of the 
matter . 

The three kneeled, paying their respects. Actually, everyone did. The 
crowd couldn't find it in themselves to stay standing. Not when 
another immortal had been taken by hands that had no right. 

And just as they were expecting, as Astrid watched in horror, 

Adrian's jaw busted open. The blood flowed freely, seeping as his 
body went completely limp. The gruesome death made her cringe, 
stomach churning as she looked away. 

Sami was the one who brought the robe over Adrian's head, not wanting 
the people to see his friend that way as he shook his own. They 
stayed that way for a while, just mourning silently before one person 
left. Then another. And another. And another. 

When everyone was gone and all but Dean, Roman, Astrid, and Sami were 
left with Adrian's body, Sami turned to them, brows furrowed. His 
expression was upped in intensity as he nodded his head. 

"I'm in. I'll see you at Mania in a year. That's a promise," he spoke 
clearly, moving past them to bring Adrian off the floor. They carried 
the body onto Roman's horse. 



"Make sure he has a proper burial down in Death Valley. I'll be 
ready. If anything happens, try to contact me," he said with a final 
wave, moving down the stairs of his own establishment. Nothing had to 
be said, they all started on their horses, moving through the bazaars 
with chips on their shoulders. 

Astrid understood why they had to go to Death Valley, but she was 
mortified at the idea of finding _him_ there. Yet as they trotted 
along, she didn't understand what this meet at Mania was all about. 
The land was constantly only visited by everyone once a year since it 
rained heavily and beautifully. 

"What's going to happen at Mania?" She asked, voice quiet as she 
looked to Roman for an answer. He gave her none. It was a Centurion's 
way of respect in front of a comerade ' s body to be silent, so she 
couldn't blame him. Dean however had his own form of respect and with 
how he rasped his answer, it very much had to do with 
vengeance . 

"We're going to take down the Authority." 


End 
f lie . 



